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land the wife of an eldest son, under the careful chaperonage of a rather severe and very dignified mother-in-law. When, her first baby was expected she was treated almost as an invalid, never allowed to go out except in the carriage, and stair-climbing being forbidden her by Lady Albemarle, the bell was rung and a pompous pair of footmen arrived with a carrying-chair whenever she wanted to go upstairs!
Lucidly for her, she and my father only spent part of the year at Quidenham, the family seat in Norfolk : they had their own house in London, first in Rutland Gate and afterwards in Prince's Gate, where I was born.
Our house was faced, on the opposite side of the road, by the Indian Museum, an old wooden building at that time, and, to our childish delight, it one day caught fire and burnt to the ground. I remember hanging out of the nursery window, with my small sisters, counting the fire-engines which, with splendid dash, raced up to the scene of the conflagration one after another, till no less than twenty-nine had been brought into operation. Our windows became so hot that at one moment it was thought the fire might spread across the street, but the hose was played upon the house and thus was averted the necessity of a hurried exit, which would have placed the crown on our enjoyment.
Many years we lived at Prince's Gate, in fact, until my dear father died in 1893. Six months of the year we used to spend in town when Parliament was sitting, and six in the country at a place called Elm-hurst, in Hampshire, quite near Bournemouth, a house my father bought, and there we spent mostLOOKING BACK                      25
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